'Do you think he works with his beard inside that
viewfinder or out?' murmured Skelton.

There was a loud clicking as Monsieur Duclos wound
up the shutter of the reflex, a moment's silence, then a
soft crash as he released it. He scrambled off the parapet
with a satisfied air.

'I bet he's forgotten to put a plate in.'

'You've lost,' said the girl. 'Let's go back down.5

Major and Mrs Clandon-Hartley were leaning over the
parapet at the top of the steps. He nodded to me.

'Nice little craft, that. British built, by the look of her*
Spent a leave yachting on the Norfolk Broads in '17.
Grand sport. Got to have money to do it like this> though.
Ever go to the Broads?'

'No.'

'Grand sport. By the way, meant to introduce you to
my good lady. This is Mr Vadassy, my dear.'

She glanced at me impassively, indifferently; yet I
had the impression that she was weighing me. I
wished somehow that I had more clothes on. She smiled
slightly with one side of her mouth and nodded. I
bowed. I had an uncomfortable feeling that any form
of verbal greeting would be regarded as an imper-
tinence.

'We might have a game of Russian billiards later,' put
in her husband breezily.

'Delighted.'

'Good. See you later.'

Mrs Clandon-Hartley nodded curtly.

It was a dismissal.

I found the Skeltons lying on the sand under a sun-
shade at one corner of the beach. They made room for
me and I sat down.
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